Points. 

Or whether {halj, I fay mine eye faith true, 

^nd that your love taught it this Alcnmie 
To make of mcnfters,and things indige ft, 

Such cherubins as your fwcetfelfe reftmble. 

Creating every bad a pcrfeffc be ft 
As faft as objects to his beames aflemblc: 

Ohtis the fivft, risflatcry in my feeing* 

And my great mind molt kindly drinkes it up, 

Mine eye wellknowes what with bis guftis greeing, 
And to his paliac doth prepare the cup. 

If it be poifon’d, ti$ the Idler finne. 

That mine eye loves it and doth firft beginne. 
Thcfe lines that I b. fore have writ doe lie, 

£ven thofethatfaid l could not love you deerer. 

Yet then n>y judgement knew no reafon vyhy. 

My moll full Ha^re thould afterwards burne clearer. 
But reckoning time, wl ofe miliiond accidents 
Crecpe in twixt vowis, and change decrees of Kings$ 
Tan facied beiutie.blunt the {harp* ft indents, 

Divert ftrong minds to th’courfe of aftring things ; 
Ala* why fearing of times tiranny. 

Might 1 not then fay now I love \ ou beft, 

When I was certaipc ore in-cercaintie. 

Crowning the prefen^doubting of the reft ; 

Love is a Babe, then might I not fay fo 
To givt full growth to that which (till doth grow. 


Try all of loves constancy, 

A Ccttfcme thus, that I havefcanred all, 

- Wherein I fhould }Qur great dtferrs repay. 
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forgot upon your deareft love to call. 

Whereto all bonds doe tie me day by day. 

That I have frequent binne with unknowne minds, 
And given to time your ownc dcare purchafd right. 
That l have hoyfted faile to all the winds 
Which fhould tranfport mefartheft from your fight* 
Booke both my wilfulneffe and errour dovtne. 

And on juft proofe furmifc,accumiGte, 

Bring me within the level! of your frowne. 

But Ihoote not at me in your wakened hate* 

Since my appeale fayes I did ftrive to proove 
The conftancy and vertuc of your love. 

Like a* to make our appetites mere keene 
With eager compounds we our paliac urge, 

As to prevent our ntalladics unfeene. 

We ficken to fhun fickncfle when we purge. 

Even fo being full of your neare cloying fweetneffe. 

To bitter fawces did I frame my feeding i 

And ficke of wel-farc found akinde of rneetnefTe, 

To be difeai d ere that there was true needing. 

Thus polliciein love t’anticipate 

The ills that werc,not grew to faults allured. 

And brought to medicine a bealthfull ftate 
Which ranke of goodneffe would bv ill be cured. 

But thence I lcarne and find the leflon true, * 
Drugs poyfon him that fo fell fickc of you. 

What potions have I drunke of tyre# tearea 
BiftiPd from Limbecks foule as hell within. 
Applying fearcs to hopes, and hopes to fearcs, 
oLill loofing when I faw my felfe to win ? 

mL a i t ^^ ch , cdcrrorshath m y heart committed. 
Whilft jc hath thought it fclfe fo bleflcd never ? 
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